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Mary Beaton.    They ride fast yet; hear you their

starting cry ?
Queen.    For each vile word and venomous breath

of theirs

I will desire at my lord's hand a head
When he shall bring them bound before my foot.
If thou hast counsel in thee, serve me now :
I must be forth, and masked in such close wise
As may convey me secret to his side
Whence till our wars be done I will not part
Nor then in peace for ever: in this shape
I should ride liable to all eyes and hands
That might waylay me flying ; but I will play
As in a masque for pastime, and put on
A horseboy's habit or some meaner man's
That wears but servant's steel upon his thigh
And on his sleeve the badge but of a groom,
And so pass noteless through toward Haddington
Whither my lord had mind to flee at need
And there expect me.    Come ; the night wears out;
The shifting wind is sharper than it was,
And the stars falter.    Help me to put off
This outward coil of woman ; my heart beats
Fast as for fear a coward's might beat, for joy
That spurs it forth by night on warriors' ways
And stings it with sharp hope to find his face
That shall look loving on me, and with smiles
Mock the false form and cheer the constant heart
That for his love's sake would be man's indeed.

END   OF THE THIRD  ACT.